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And the sweet pleasures of theyr loves delight
With secret ayde doest succour and supply,
Till they bring forth the fruitful! progeny;
Send us the timely fruit of this same night*
And thou, fayre Hebe! and thou, Hymen free I
Grant that it may so be.
Til which we cease your further prayse to sing;
Ne any woods shall answer, nor your Eccho ring.
And ye high heavens, the temple of the gods.
In which a thousand torches flaming bright
Doe burne, that to us wretched earthly clods
In dreadful darknesse lend desired light;
And all ye powers which in the same remayne,
More then we men can fayne!
Poure out your blessing on us plentiously,
And happy influence upon xts raine,
That we may raise a large posterity,
Which from the earth, which they may long posscsse
With lasting happinesse,
Up to your haughty pall aces may mount;
And, for the -guerdon of thc^yr glorious merit,
May heavenly tabernacles there inherit,
Of blessed Saints for to increase the count*
So let us rest, sweet love, in hope of this,
And cease till then our tymely joyes to sing:
The woods no more us answer, nor our cccho ring!
Song! made in lieu of many ornament^
With which my love should duly ham bmi dect^
Which cutting of through hasty accident^
*3Q? would not stay your dew time to expect^
But promist both to recompms;
Be unto her a goodly ornament.
And for short time an endkm moniment*
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